Bloody Gardeners C RU E LIT V. 
Or, The Shepherd's Davghter Betray'd, 
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He bearing of his Mother to ſv ſo, ; 
His Ex es did then with Tcars like Founta ine floss; 
Saying, a Promiſe I have m de, and het Ne art betray'd 
Ther f re outer for my Bride I chyſe. 
Ac vu | Sn:re then for her 1.ife ſhe laid 
And for te at hst ing, On ! then ſh d', 
With her Gardener ſhe :prees to do t is b'oody Deed, 
Ard Butcher her forthwith, and did ber G ave 
To ti e blooiy Gardere: ſhe gave Tourſcore Pound 
Tu mura r he, and lay her under Ground; 
All in a Gr-ve ſo deep, in everlaſting S cep. 
Hoping her fair Body wou'd not be found. 
She wrote 2 Letter and (ent it with ſp ed 
Saying, my Dearch with h ſt pr ceed; 
M.-t me this Night my Dear, I've ſomething to declare; 
Poor Girl, ſhe litt'e thought upon the Deed. | 
he you hſul S:epheriefs of th's nocbing knew 
But wedt tp me t her true Love, as ſhe us'd to do, 


45 O ME all you conſtant Lover and to me lend an Ear, 77 
Fand miydk tk ſad Relation which I do eive you here FE. 
It is of a Maiden fair, a Shepherd's Daugater dear 7 

Irve Love did prove her utter Overthr-w, 

She was of beau'eous Mould f ir and clear to behold 
And by a noble Lord ſhe courted were : 
But was too young we find as et fond Love to mind 
Yet little Cupid did ker Hert enſnare. 

His Parents they were all of high Degree, 

They rid, ſhe is no March at all fur thee: 
If you'd on Blefling bare, grant us but what we crave, 
An1ved with no e but whom we ſhall agtee. 

Dear Son, for you we have c oſen out a Bride 
With ſtore ot Gold and beaut ful be ſide; 

Of a Temper kind and free, ſhe is the Girl for me, 
But not 2 Shepherd's Daughter of mean Degree. 

And if you'll not by us be rul'd or led 
You from our Preſence ſhall be bariſhed : 

No more we will you own te be our only Sen: Z 


Then let our Will be done, to end the Strife. At length the bloody Gard-r did avpear. 
Madam, faid he, if a begging | ſhould go, Phat Bufineſs hive you here, Madam, I pray? 
1 ſhould be well content ſo to do. KS Are you eom here to rob the Garden py ? 
If that I cou'd but have the Girl! th:t I do crave cls Cries the, ro Thief [ am, but ait fo! 1 vuung Man, 
Na curled Gold ſhould part my Love and me. FR Who did this Night appoir.t to wee me here. 
Was ſhe +8 poor © and 1 of Royal Robe; e He ſpoke vo mare, but a K-1f he to k, 
And Lord of all the Glabe, ſhe ſhou d be mine: 4 And pierc'0her Hert beſ re ne Wo d ſhe ſpob e, 
His Mother ſaid in ſcorn, thou a t moſt nobly born St Then on the Ground ſhe f, ſo yine, fweet Love farewell 


And with a Beggar's Brat ſhalt ever join. | LD O welcome, weicome, Death, thy fatal ſtroke. 
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She ſeatch'd the Garden round, bntro true Love ſhe found 
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Wis this done now may Dear by your Defign ; 

Oc by voir criei Pace ts moſt unkind ? 
My Lste is thus betray'a, arewell, vain World, ſhe ſaid, 
La» ein HavenlTaplace ſhall find. . 

Bet when he ſaw ner Lf: was really gong 
I:nin<-dia' ly he lav'd her i the Ground: 
I hen w th Fowers five and giy br did her Body overlay 
latending that her Corps nit he found, 

Nox che tine this Lord be rothing knew 
But ent tom et i- true Love as he us d to do, 
He fea ch'd the Villies ound, tut no trve Love he found 
The lit le Lambs went va dering to a d fro- 

Lamenting great for their Sqepherde ia 
Then he did lay him down upon t e Graſ⸗ 
Jo thc Heavens he implar'd to ſce bis Love once more 
Oh! then yc Gods above lu, invel y bleſt. 

Oh! whitber ſhall I ſcek that Angel bright ? 
Who is lone my P:eaturc and Delight : 
Pray if aſwe ſh: be, It me my tiue Love ſre 
Or clic my Soul will quickly take i:s flight. 

Wherea' the Woods and Groves hegin to mouan 
Tie ſmall Birds they did fing a mou full Tune 
Crying, your Love is gone, ard ou left quite for!orn 
Then en a Meſſy Birk he la d him doWn. 

He kad no ſooner clos'd his Eces to Sl-ep 
But a Milk-whit Dove cave :0 his Breaſt; 


Her flattering Wings did b-at. w hien wak'd him dat of ſleep 


And then the Dove took Wing aud he was bleſt, 
To his Mother's Garden tr it he did ep ir 
For to bem an the Lols of his « wa Dear; 
Here t e Dovc once more he {.e iat on a Myrtle Tree 
With drooping Winzs d (co :ſotat? did app+er. 
Ch! Dove diſconſolate, Why do von co nc? 
Have yuu not loſt jour Love as | have donc? 
That you do do. g: me bure, no content can I bear 
Teo thus the Dove repi''d, and tien flew down. 
Sa) iag i was vort Mother order d it (» 
Tuea irom her M lk white Breaſt the Blood did flow 
To he Gr ve + i:p+''d, but found no irue Love there 
Tten homewa ds to ti Mother he di go, 
And faid, Meth ru ofc:cel and fev.re 
fear ' 01've ki d mv Joy aud Bly Dear 
Fo a Dove I do decla!cd d all in Blood spear 
He ſaid, if ſhe is dead her Fate I'll ſhare. 
His Vo.ner heating u hat the Son did {iy 
She turn . 2s pale as Desti, a d ſworn'd away. 
Ihen n Ditt, action run, and told what ſhe had Cone 
Ad where the Virzin's Budy it th n lay. 
He ſ id vo mere, bot Fr:itways look a Knife 
And ſaid. fi ewell to the Comfort; of my Life 
Then into the Garden flew, and pierc'd bis Body through 
And ſaid t 'tu as curſe d Gold caſed all this Striſe. 
Theſe Los al Los r in «a: Tomb were laid f 
Ard manv a Bray Tear for both were ſh: d. 
And the Gatdener as w- te r, was apprehended t ere, 
And barg'd ja Chains, for being ſu ſevere. 


Printed by R. Powell, in Stone-Cutter's-Street. 


- 
by. * 


